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Thus solemnized and softened, death, is mild     .

And terrorless as this serenest night:

Here could I hope, like some inquiring child

Sporting on graves, that death did hide from human sight

Sweet secrets, or beside its breathless sleep

That loveliest dreams perpetual watch did keep.

The Windsor woods were in all the glory of early-
autumn when the travellers returned. Amid, the lovely-
foliage and in the serene air Shelley's genius expanded
like a flower. A new mastery had come to him; the
faculty of expression was no longer painfully inferior to
the conception. That lovely poem " Alastor," the more:
fascinating because of its autobiographical significance,
grew as the autumn waned; and. ere the last gold of the-
lime and elm had been mingled with the fallen amber and
crimson of the oak and beech, it had reached its majestic-
close.

Before referring with brief detail to " Alastor," I must
return to Shelley's early poem, "Queen Mab." Corrected',
and recast in 1812, this precocious production saw the
light early in 1813. In 1821, a London bookseller
named Clark issued a pirated edition, greatly to the
annoyance and anger of the poet, who was then abroad.
" Queen Mab " and its heterodox Notes have been fre-
quently republished in this country and in America, and,
have undoubtedly had a wider circulation than any other
of Shelley's writings. It is asserted that the poem, with,
its voluminous notes, has had a very considerable influence
upon the working classes in the direction of free-thought.
It is beyond question that, as an intellectual and social-
istic pioneer, Shelley is still reverenced and loved bye scene. The Thames near Lechladee ideal life, behaved
